

A Midforiimer nights Dreamc. 

When in that moment (fo it camcfo paffc) 

TytitnU waked,and (haightway lou’d an afle. 

O^.Thisfallcs out better then tcould dcuifc ; 

But haft thou ycilacht the tylthenians eyes. 

With the loue luycc.as I did bid thee do ? 

Rob A looke him flecping (that is finiftit to). 

And the AtheniM woman by his fide. 

That when he wak*t,of force (he muft be cyde. 

Enter DemetrtM and Hermia, 

O^.Stand clofe, this is the fame %Athenian» 

^o^.This is the woman, but not this the man, 

Dente.O why rebuke you him that loues you fo ? 

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

//(W.Now I but chide,but I fhould vfe thee worfe. 

For thou (I feare) haft giuen me caufe to curfe. 

If thou haft flaine Lyfander in ids fleepe, (to, 

Being ore ftiooes inbloud,plunge in the deepe,andkili me 
The Sunne was not fo true vnto the day. 

As he to me. Would he haue ftollen away, 

Fromfleeping Hermia i1\c beleeue as foone 
This whole earth may be bor’d,and that the Moone 
May through the Center crcepe,and fo difpleafe 
Her brothers noonetide,with xK Antipodes, 

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him. 

So Ihould a murderer looke>fo dead,fo grim. 

Dem. So (Irould the murdered looke,& fo (bould I, 
Pierft through the heart with your ftearne cruelty ; 

Y et you the murderer looke as bright, as cleare. 

As yonder Fentu in her glimmering fpheare. 

ffer. VVhat’i this to my Lyfander} where is he ? 

Ah good Demetrius thou giue him me ? 

DemAde rather giue his carkalfe to my hounds. 
Her.Ovix dog.out curre,thou driu’ft me paft the bonds 
Ofmaidens patience.Haft thou flaine him then? 
Henceforth be neuer numbred among men. 


A Midrommer nights Dreame, 

Oh,once tell true, eucn for my lake, 

Durft thou haue lookt vpon him,being awake >> 

Andhaft thoukildhim fleeping?Obrauetutch; 

Could nor, a wormc, an Adder do fo much ? 

An Adder did it.For with doubler tongue 
Then thine (thou ferpent) ncueriAdder flung. 

Dem.'^ow fpend your paftioii on a mifpris’d mood, 

I am not guilty of Lyfandert bloud ; 

Nor is he dead, for ought that 1 can tell. 

Her,l pray thee tell me then.that he is well. 

Dem. And if I could.what ihould Igct therefore f 
Her. A priuilcdge,ncuer to fee me more. 

And from thy hated prefence part l,fee me no more. 
Whether he be dead or no. Exit, 

Dent.There is no following her in this fierce vaine, 
Hccre therefore for a while 1 will remaine. 

So forrowes heauinelfe doth heauier grow. 

For debt that bankrout flip doth forrow owe. 

Which now in fome flight meafurc it will pay. 

If for his tender heere 1 make fome flay. Lie dovene, 

O^.What haft thou done ? Thou haft miftaken quite, 
And laide the loue iuyee on fome true loues fight ; 

Of thy mifprifion,muft perforce cnfuc 
Some true loue turn’d.and not afalfe turnd true. 

^o^.Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 

A million fade, confounding oath on oath. 

Ob, About the wood,goe fwifier then the windc. 

And Helena of ty^thens looke thou finde. 

All fancy ficke (he is, and pale of cheere, 

With fighes of loue,that cofts the frelh bloud deare. 

By fome dlufion fee thou bring her heere. 

He charme hU eies,againft (he do appeare. 
go,I goylookehowigoe. 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe. Exit, 

Ob. Flower of this purple die, 
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